AN ODOUR OF SANCTITY
to rank me with the common hangman of bygone days.
For all that, our search was fruitful.
The priest had upon him our passports, with Harris*
and Punter's photographs stuck in the place of ours,
our copy of my great-uncle's Will and the affidavit of
which I have spoken before. I imagine that of their
negligence Bunch and Bugle had left these things
behind. But he had soinetliing else upon him, to
keep which inviolate I make no doubt that he would
have sold his soul. This was a set of tracing-paper
plans of the castle, each floor on a separate sheet. His
watch and purse and breviary made up the ugly tale.
When the search was done, we released him, and
Hubert bade him get to" his feet.
"Under lock and key," I said shortly. "What
about a room in the passage that leads to the postern
door ? "
" What could be better ? " said Palin. " Stiven
and I'll take him down. And while we're gone, you
might open one or two windows, You know. Just
to change the air/1 He turned to Stiven. " Down to
the postern, by way of the entrance hall. If you
lose your way, ask this gentleman. He'll put you
right." He turned to Father Herman. "Kindly
follow Mr. Constable's servant. I'm going to walk
behind you, and, unless you want to be damaged, I
advise you to play no tricks.1'
The priest said nothing. I fancy his bolt was shot.
But that he did Palin's bidding, you might have
thought that he had not heard what he said. His face
like some dreadful mask, the eyes of which are sightless,
he turned to follow Stiven, and Palin fell in behind
They had gone perhaps ten paces, when I saw the
man stop in his tracks. As he did so, he seemed to
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